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welcome and reception of Queen Wilhelmina. A“rumour 


that she is engaged has got about. You are at liberty to announce 
that there is nothing in it as far as I am concerned. I am already 
married. Dined with the German Hospital (great hospitality) at 
the Metropole. 


Saturday.—Over to Florence (ah! Bella Florenze !—excuse me). 
Fétes on, celebrating the celebrity of Arnerigo Vespucci, and others, 
who discovered bits of America in the lonely long ago, when every- 
body went about discovering America. 

YANKEE DOODLE, 


America Columbus found, 
Vespucci twas who named it, 
While enterprising countries round 
Industriously claimed it. 
To call one right or t’other wrong 
Would be consummate folly— 
But Florence fétes are going strong, 
And Florence fétes are jolly! 


Spent some time at the New English Art Club Picture Show, and 











By tHe Party ON THE Spor, 


Wednesday.—Attended the Landowners’ Convention in Dublin. ' uk 
Found it ma litics (Conventional, of course), and hurried away— dropped in on the “ Children’s Salon” at Home at the Westminster 
away! Foun mech at Cockermouth, having a sort of Sunday Town Hall. Rest of the time at the Orystal Palace, seeing the 
School treat. Very pretty—with daffodils—and songs—all about Notts Eleven footing it to victory in the Association Cup finals. 
Wordsworth. Very pretty, indeed. In midst of this idyllic scene Monday.— Made off for Hungerford as fast as ever I could. Thought 
heard that Mr. Scott had “withdrawn” and “apologised,” and that it was “kissing day,” when they elect two fellows who go round the 
the Actors’ Association are, therefore, not going to do that dreadful town kissing all the females—thought I’dlike to be one. Too late! 
something to him which they were going to think of presently. So | Helped Sir ‘“‘ Hicks-Beach” uncover bust of Lord Randolph, took a 


run into Wales (where the coal miners seem to be determinedly 


ends this little storm in a tea-cup. 
laying up a licking for themselves), then back to bring H.R.H. home 


NO FIGHT. Sat , 

from the Riviera. Opened Parliament, and told them to go softly 

Naughty, naughty Clement Scott for once while I ran over to Paris to see the new play—La Martyre. 
Consequence forgot so, ; 

Went and said of actors what Tuesday.—Primrose Day. Wore some. Pretty custom. Went 


down for the Great Metropolitwn Stakes and dropped a bit over 
History. Never mind; must pay for your fun sometimes. Lifeboat 
Day at Croydon instituted. Not that they want a lifeboat there— 
only want to subscribe. Went with a deputation to the L.C.C., 
and talked about a new lock on “ the river” at Putney. Re-opened 
the Law Courts in course of morning. 


INNS AND OUTS. 


Actors said was not so. 
Just as actors had begun 
Vengeance organising, 
Clement goes and stops the fun 
By apologising ! 
Took President Faure to see Her Most Gracious. We enjoyed our- 
selves very much, and afterwards tossed who should pay the fiacre 




















fare home. The Law has been holidiay-anaking, 
Thursday.—Had no appointments for to-day. Looking round, Along with the worst and the best, 
thought TI noticed sailor’ tagaloal relations between America and ” onviee of ener oe paren 
Spain—’fraid something may come of it. nd giving procedure a rest. 
7 But now, there’s no reason for doubting 
_Friday.—Was present at a funny scene at Llanelly. Wholesale (The thing is sufficiently plain), 

dismissal of matron, nurses, and patients (!) because they couldn’t The Law, that’s been having its outing, 

agree among themselves. Gallant little wails went up on all Is having its innings again. 

sides, Had to get off to Paris, however, to arrange for Tue Sporrer. 
TT = Se sage ner’ 





Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, pontaneously sent im. No contributions can be re 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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BILL’S OPINION. 


Bill.—“ Well, look ’ere, mate, if Spain and Amurriky does come ter blows, you mark 
my words, Spain'll be like a stick o’ their own liquorice—bound to be licked !”’ 





Maid of Peckham. 


Marp of Peckham! ere we part, 

Tell me where you’ve left your heart, 
For so yielding is thy breast, 

That I’ve my doubts about the rest— 
Tell me, then, ere forth I go, 

How you’ve managed it, you know? 


In bloomers, shameless, you bestride 
A bicycle with copious pride! 

Can’st thou sew, and cook, and make 
A home a pleasure for my sake— 
Tell me, then, I ask in woe, 

Could you manage it, you know? 


Could you pass the draper’s shop 
With bargain tempting, or job lot, 
Much reduced in price or not ? 
Jewellery afterwards you’d pop— 
Tell me, would it be a blow 

To rub along without, you know ? 


Maid of Peckham! come, impart 
To me if you have any heart, 

To run in harness, dull or smart! 
I’m ready if you care to start— 
Tell me, now, or off I go, 

Are you a blessed fraud, or no ? 








Had a Spill. 


Tomkins.—‘‘ Has your wife got the 
bicycle craze ?’”’ 





Simkins.—“‘ Yes, and the bicycle 


graze.” 














A Prayer. 


Ox! Woman, with your heart for tin, 
And tongué with which you make a din, 
Tempting man to commit sin 

And other degradations ; 
Yet your “‘ mash glance”’ doth ever lure, 
The solace of your lips seems pure, 
Let me my love in you immure, 

And cast out lamentations. 


























A Problem Solved. 


[A new garment has been invented—a kind of trouser-breeches. 
Its principal claim to consideration is that it will suit either sex.— 


Daily Paper.) 


TRIUMPHANT science, moving surely on, 
Clears up gigantic problems every dey, 

Problems which we have spent much thought upon, 
But somehow failed to solve, try as we may. 


With manner hesitant and spluttering pen, 
Fun’s poet, while the bl o’ersp s his cheeks, 


“— of that problem weighty unto men, 
e problem, Who wear ’em ?—meaning breeks ! 


es ago, when life was oe far, 
Man held that they were his by right divine, 
But woman, r for a sexual war, 
Now cries, “ nether garments shall be mine!"’ 


And she has issued the New Women’s Code, 
And all men see—most pitiful of sights! 

The shameless bloomers scorch along the road, 
In vindication of the female's rights! 


But science, to appease the weaker sex, 
Now dangles dual garments ‘fore their eyes, 
So that their minds no longer they need vex, 
But learn that life’s made up of compromise ! 


| 


The Queen Scholar’s Lament. 


[At the recent examination for Queen’s scholarships, about 


two thousand young men and six thousand young women passed, 
but the training colleges have room for only two thousand 


students. ] 


I HAVE been a pupil teacher in a big board school, 

I have passed examinations, and they say I am no fool; 
And now I’ve gained a scholarship given by the Queen, 
And this very fact, I take it, proves I’m not so very green. 


But the colleges won't hold more than thousands two they say, 
And eight thousand of us passed on examination-day. 

Why make us pupil teachers, then turn us thus adrift, 

To do the best we can in life, and for ourselves to shift ? 


Will Yoxall, or Grey, in Parliament ask questions about us? 

For I’m sure about our case there ought to be a fuss. 

ae N.U.T. at Cheltenham demand that something shall be 
one 

To remedy a grievance which is not set forth in Fun ? 











The Second of May. 


‘* Buays ” and “‘ bears ’’ come out to play, 
The Stock Exchange is closed to-day, 
And, doubtless, both the young and grey 
Will feel inclined to shout ‘‘ Hoo-ray !” 
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““On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s” WasHERWOMAN. 


Ar the time of ritin’, Spain an’ 
Ameriky ’ave still got their backs up, 
an’ are spittin’ at each other like a 
kupple of tom-cats, but I’ve seen no end 
of cats do that, an’ arter all it ’as come 
to nothink ; but still, I must say things 
’ave now reached a ’ead_ the cats’-tails 
are swollen somethink tremenjous, an’ 
I’m afraid it’s a case of claw, though I 
don’t purtend to be talon-ted as a pro- 
fitess. They say that if there is war 
trade will suffer, espeshully the fruit 
trade with Spain; so, see you, wot the 
fruits of it will be; an’ I’m so fond of 
unyons! an’ I’m “dead nuts” on 
Barcelonas. So I’m ‘all for Peace,’ 


as the bobby said wen ’e was arter the 
notorious Charlie Peace. 


There seems to be somethink about 
coal that leads to heat between masters 
an’ men; anyway, I s’pose there are 
more strikes in the coal trade than in 
any othur, an’ now the Welsh miners 
areatit. I must say my sympathies 
are gin’rally with the men; at the best, 
there life is a ‘‘ black look-out,” they are, 
so to say, ‘‘down in the world,” an’ 
ought to be well paid. It’s funny to 
think that wen they strike they don’t 
wurk, an’ yet, wen they’re wurkin’, 
they’re always strikin’. It’s a miner 
matter, but don’t ‘‘haul me over the 
coals”’ for, so to say, makin’ a “ash” 
of the subject, an’ I shall be grate-ful. 


A burglar broke into Mr. Quiller 
Couch’s (‘Q ”’) ’ouse at Fowey. I s’pose 
’e oped to do it “on the strict ‘Q.’ T.,” 
but ’e ’as been caught. If I broke into 
that writer’s ’ouse I shoud sertinly try 
to steal one of ’is plots, or ’is brains 
altogether ; but this burglar went in for 
clothes, a case of razors (to ‘“‘cut away” 
with ?), etseterer; ’e also eat some roast 
lamb—it don’t say wether ’e ’ad any 
mint-sauce with it, but ’e sertinly ’ad 
some “‘ sauce ” about ’im to doit—nocked 
the neck off a bottel of claret—wot 
neckt, I wonder !—an’ drank some out 
of a jam-pot, in ‘opes, p'r’aps, of gettin’ 
the “jim-jams.” The saints preserve me 
from the “‘ jim-jams !" 


My boy Sam tells me that the great 
Grace ’as kommenced the cricket season 
by makin’ 43 runs in 45 minutes. Good 
Grac(e)ious, wot a man ’e is! ‘I should 
like to see ’im come out top this 
season,” ses Sam. Though not titled, 
Grace is entitled to be called the prince 
of cricketers, to my idear. 

























































































Servant.—‘ I'm in such trouble, miss. 


dress to go in.” 
Daughter of 
dresses.” 








MODESTY. 
I’ve been asked to go to a ball and haven't a 


che House.—“ Tell you what, Mary, I will lend you one of my evening 


Servant.— Oh, no, miss, I shouldn't like to wear it.” 











“What is the Voice I Hear?” 


A PARODY ON MR. AUSTIN’S RECENT PATRIOTIC POEM. 


[Old Moore, in his vaticinations for March, 1898, hints that the 
War Office may possibly put the Highland regiments into trousers f 


Wuart is the voice that thrills 


From auld Caledon’s moor and lea ? 
Sentinel! Skip up the Cheviot Hills, 
the voice may be. 


And say what 


“Tis the Northmen proud, who are calling loud 


To the Southerners proud and free.” 


Crying, ‘‘ Fellow-warriors, heed ! 
We've ignored your style too long 
In the matter of dress, but we'll now secede 





From the garments of ancient song— 
For not to be clad like P gies poo. egad, 
Is unfriendly, unkind, and wrong! ”’ 


Give answer, ye braves of the Southern race, 
To the bloods of the Northern clan : 

Speak to the Highlanders face to face— 
Confidentially, man to man— 

As folks who enthuse o’er congenial views 
Upon questions sartorial can ! 


Let the April breeze take your voice to these : 
“* We've been different-dressed too long! 

And, if Scots too clannish your aim should banish, 
Saying trousers-wearing is wrong— 

Then, by Jove, wk’LL GO INTO KILTS,to show 
That our friendship than Death is more strong!” 
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Boy. ell ny sporrt, sir ? 
liscator._-** No, I’ve not fallen in with any yet!” 
Boy.—** Aweel, ye’ll fa’ in in anither minnit! There’s a muckle hole jist afore ye!” 

















Great Expectations. 


SIMPLE SHAREHOLDER (loq.):— 


I on putting money it 

It seems to me it’s Just a sin 
The Company to doubt 

And so I keep on paying in, 

In hope that soon I may begin 
To draw a little out 

Rhodesia, I wa rucly told 

d with gold 


Was literal], | 

Adorned with precious st 
That all the capital I spent 
Was merely for the moment lent 


Just temporary loans. 


Rhodesian land, I heard, was such 
It really did not ask for much 
Hard labour with the plough 
Corn ripened ere the seed was sown ; 
And fruit there easily was grown 
Ten bushels to a bough! 


A branding iron and a cow, 
I heard prospectors sagely vow, 
Would raise a handsome herd— 
And sheep renowned for flesh and fleece 
In multitude each day increase, 
"Twas solemnly averred. 


rrr! 1% , ——e 

The black man there, I understo d, 
11 ; , 

Was meek and mild and very good, 


7 
’ rie 


The hardest work for lowest pay, 
Would suit them; they were, in their 
way, 
So singularly tough! 


L 


I understood, and was content, 

The interest would be cent. per cent. 
Within a year or two— 

\nd so I put in all I had— 

To do it, I, of course, was glad 

Now what am I to do? 


Rhodesia is not paved with gold— 
The precious stones are few, I’m told, 
And though the railway’s built, 
What with expenses, costs, and fees, 
Rhodesian securities 
Are far from edged with gilt. 


The land requires rake and plough— 
And farmers are not rushing now 

To take the vacant farms 
The ploughshares have too often been, 
As I regretfully have seen, 

Turned to offensive arms. 


The Matabele have proved a sell, 
They've shown us how they can rebel 
In manner far from sainted— 
And, though we put that matter right 
We've found that 
whit 


’ 
they are not so 


Again, I really must insist, 
That I shall never see the gist 
Of Dr. James’s Raid-— 
It may have been a kindly whim ; 
But still it wasn’t good for him, 
Or for Rhodesian trade. 


I kept on putting money in 
Because I thought ’twould be a sin 
The Company to doubt— 
But after all this paying in 
I really think I should begin 
A little drawing out. 
LaBBy (loqg.) :— 

Wot cher! Yer won’t git nuffin there— 
Ah, yer maycurse, and yer may swear! 
You'll have to bear (and grin) it— 
There’s others like yer, wot’s bin ’ad, 
I allus said that thing wos bad— 
For there ain’t nuffin in it! 

















A la Militaire. 


‘Since war has been in the air, every 
New Yorker who can grow a heavy, 
ferocious, military-looking moustache is 
doing so.—Daily Paper.) 

MovstTAcueEs fierce have now come out, 

For patriotic Yanks to wear, 

So, now, alas! we cannot doubt 

That war is booming in the (h)air. 
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SIMPLE SHAREHOLDER (LOQ.).—‘VVE PUT MY 
WANTS OILING 


LABBY.—“THERE’S LOTS LIKE YOU, 
ED MR. 


VARD FOR 


‘*THE SHAREHOLDERS RE-ELEC1 
PROMISED THEM ONE I 
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dignified air, closely followed by the The Sanguinary Scourge, 
who held under his arm an immense parcel of legal-looking 
documents. 





Y 


“1 FORKID THE BANNS.” 


“T forbid the banns,” repeated Mr. Small, loudly, and standing 
on tip-toe to give greater emphasis to his words. 

‘‘ Well ?”’ said Ruddycut, slowly, ‘and what do you forbid the 
banns.”’ 

“You do not understand, you ignorant bandit,’ replied Mr. 
Small. ‘I say, I forbid you to make Princess Polly Flinders your 
queen. You can’t do it.” 

“Can’t we, eh? We'll see about that,” said Ruddycut, grimly. 

**Stop!”’ exclaimed the Pirate King. ‘ Mr. Small, late officer of 
the Saucebox, is right. You can’t do it, and I could prove it ex- 
haustively by the documents under my arm if it were necessary. 
Listen to me, Ruddycut, and if you can answer this question satis- 
factorily I will withdraw my objection. ‘What isaqueen?’ A 
queen, my dear Bandit, is the consort of aking. Now, I ask you 
calmly, and in all friendliness, how you, or any one of your band, 
are going to make a queen of Princess Polly?” 

Ruddycut, the Bandit Chief, looked staggered, and shifted his feet 
uneasily. 

‘‘T’m as good a man as you anyhow,” he said at last. 

“That may be, my dear Ruddycut,” said the Pirate King 
triumphantly. ‘“ But you are not aking. You are only a chief. 
You might make the Princess a chieftainess, or a captainess, or even 
Mrs. Ruddycut, but never a queen, my worthy Bandit.”’ 

“You are quite right, King Bill,” broke in the Duchess 
vindictively ; ‘‘the whole thing is simply preposterous. I, too, have 
been deceived by this bearded ruffian. I, Duchess Rosemary, 
hereby renounce all claim to the Bandits’ throne. If I cannot be a 
queen, I will live and die aduchess. Mrs. Ruddycut! Ugh!”’ 

A smile and gleam of intelligence stole over the Bandit’s stolid 
features, and he glanced at the Duchess. 

“Your words are true, O King,” he said, addressing the 
Sanguinary Scourge. ‘‘ You have solved a problem that has of late 
caused me some anxiety. I will retire with our fair captive 
to yonder grove, and you shall have my answer without delay.”’ 

Polly laughingly assented, and the pair walked slowly off towards 
the shady grove, leaving the opposing forces staring blankly at one 
another. The conference was of lengthy duration, and from time 
to time peals of smothered giggling laughter came from the trees, 
evidently emanating from the Bandit's lips. Mr. Small was pale with 
jealous anxiety. 








' 


138 
“I can stand this no longer,’ he exclaimed, grasping the trident ; 
Caste on an Island. “I’m going to get that answer, or some one shall welter in their 
CHAPTER IX.—* THE QUEENLY DEPONENTS.” blood.” - 7 
Mr. Smauu advanced towards the assembled bandits with a “’Tis without precedent,” murmured the Pirate King no less 


anxiously, ‘‘ but I think we had better all go.” 

On arriving at the grove a sight met their eyes that filled each 
one with dismay and wrath. Ruddycut and the “ Princess ’”’ Polly 
had evidently come to a complete understanding. The Bandit 
Chief and his chosen Queen were seated side by side on a low garden 
seat. His face wore a beatific assinine look, while Polly, the per- 
fidious Polly, was softly arranging his hair. 

“I’m all right,’’ said Ruddycut huskily; ‘‘ we’ve arranged every- 
thing. The Princess Polly renounces everybody, and says if noth- 
ing better turns up she might do worse.” 

The Pirate King and Mr. Small groaned. 

‘‘ Minx,’ said the Duchess. 

‘“‘T’ll have his blood,” roared Mr. 
murderous intent with the trident. 

What terrible wounds the little man might have inflicted on 
the loving pair was never to be known, for at that moment a 
hoarse loud voice cried ‘*‘ Hatt !”’ 

All the party started violently. The voice came from a little 
knoll at the end of the grove, where three British bluejackets, rest- 
ing on their rifles, had been watching the scene with great amuse- 
ment. 

‘What are they?’’ stammered Ruddycut and the Pirate King, 
clinging to each other. 

‘‘You may well ask,’ said Polly flippantly and rising from her 
seat. ‘‘ They’re MEN!”’ 

‘“Ruddycut,”’ she said solemnly, “‘ something better has turned up.”’ 

The sailors advanced, and pirates and bandits, forsaking their 
leaders fled, after a glance at Mr. Small’s now idle weapon. Fraught 
with a new dignity, Captain Taffrail and the Duchess Rosemary 
went to meet the newcomers. 

“ Sirs!’’ exclaimed the Duchess waving the Captain aside, “‘ you 
have come in good time; J am the Duchess Rosemary.”’ 

‘‘ Never heard of you, lady,’’ said the foremost man, touching his 
cap, ‘‘ but you look it. Don’t she, Bill? We've just landed from 
the Charon in search of water, but always ready to help a lady in 
distress.” 


Small, advancing with 
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sx 
HIs FACE WORE A BEATIFIC LOOK. 

‘Then, sir,’’ said the Duchess, sadly, “by taking me and my 
companion, Captain Taffrail, off this vulgar island you will save us 
from considerable embarrassment.”’ 

‘‘And the fine-looking gal over there, alongside the younker. 
They don’t look like natives. Are they to go too? 

“Certainly not!" snarled the Duchess. ‘“ They remain.” 
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—————— 


«You bet J don’t, Duchess,” said Polly, sparkling up. “ Mr. Small 
can remain, and be Queen, if he likes, but I go along with the bonnie 
sailor lads.” 

‘Better take ’em all aboard, Bill,” said one of the other men, “’an 
see what Captain says. I'll take charge of the young gal and the 
younker, and you the Captain, and the rum-looking ole gal in the 
helmet. March!”’ 

“ But what are we to do?” gasped Ruddycut and the Pirate King, 
holding out their hands imploringly. 

‘‘Mr. Ruddycut and you, Sanguinary Bill, my two most ardent 
admirers, you—you shall see us off.”’ 

“Stay!’’ exclaimed Captain Taffrail. ‘We have omitted an 
important function. British seamen, I’m surprised at you. Hem! 
I hereby annex this island on behalf of Her Most-——.” 

“Shut up!” responded Bill. ‘ You’re making a mistake, sir. 
This ain’t an important coaling station. March!” 

Sorrowfully followed by the Bandit Chief and the Pirate King, 
the party joyfully made their way to the sea. 

Their woebegone appearance roused the compassion of them all, 
even the Duchess. 

‘“‘See,”’ she said, nudging Captain Taffrail, ‘‘ the poor creatures at 
last begin to see my worth, just as they are losing me for ever.” 

Buccaneer Bill, the Scourge of the Pacific, and Ruddycut, Bandit 
Chief, watched the boat with straining eyes as it gradually faded 
from sight, and then fell weeping into each others arms, and mingled 
their tears with the beach. 

[THE END. | 


Waftings from the Wings. 

Dandy Dan, always lively,is considerably more so now that Mr. 
Henry Chance Newton has been givena handinit. He is a play- 
wright who is old-fashioned or nothing. No new-fangled notions for 
him, oh, dear no! He gets plenty of fun out of his “ skit-lette,’’ 
Much Ado About Something, or Beerbolm Vree-lawney of the Wells, 
which is introduced into the second act of the musical play at the 
Lyric. More than all, he has given us the opportunity of seeing 
once again Miss Laura Linden. She bears the brunt of the new 
parody, and those who remember her imitations of popular players at 
the Gaiety and elsewhere will be anxious to renew acquaintance 
with mimicry in its best form. 

The ‘ skit-lette ”’ is a regular olla podrida, in which we flit from 
Messina, the place where they made much ado about nothing, to 
Rome, where Cesar was done for, and we incidentally make the 
acquaintance with the ‘“‘ Wells,” crinoline and all. It is a farrago 
of merry nonsense. Miss Linden, in her happiest manner, repeats 
her splendid imitation of Miss Ellen Terry as Portia, this time as 
the Wrong Portia, she of Venice, not of Julius Cesar, and is even 
more successful in mimicing Miss Julia Neilson as Beatrice: she 
has got this lady’s pretty mannerisms ‘‘ down fine.” As Miss Irene 
Vanbrugh she also scores ; in fact, she scores ‘‘all along the line.”’ 

Mr. Arthur Roberts as George Alexander Benedick, as Mark 
Antony Tree, and as Lord Dundreary, only very spasmodically 
parodies these gentlemen; he is content to copy their ‘‘ make up,” 
and for the rest to rely on fun of his own. It is all very good 
business, and several other members of the Lyric cast distinguish 
themselves. The “supers” are used very funnily, and the three 
plays are mixed up in a most exhilarating jumble. 


In all London one must have gone to Camberwell for proper 
recognition of Shakespeare’s birthday, for here there has been a 
week of commemoration performances, excellent performances, too. 
The first of them was Macbeth, capitally done, acted in fashion that 
would not have been at all out of place in this ‘so-called West 
End.’’ The company has been organised by that earnest student, 
Mr. Ben Greet, and right well has he accomplished his task. 

Mr. William Mollison was a splendid Macbeth, which he im- 
personated finely, with admirable diction, a stately demeanour, and 
a keen intelligence. Miss Eleanor Calhoun was, of course, a great 
Lady Macbeth, her performance being marked by many fine touches. 
The general effect was all that could be desired, and Mr. Greet and 
Mr. Mulholland are to be congratulated on having relieved London 
from the stigma of allowing Shakespeare’s birthday to pass un- 
noticed, and on having celebrated the occasion in thoroughly 
worthy and dignified fashion. Romeo and Julwt and Flamlet were 
also given during the week. GO8SAMER, 


At St. James’s Theatre Mr. George Alexander produced Paul 
Potter’s four-act drama, The Conquerors, on the 14th inst. The 
incident is taken from Guy de Maupassant’s story of the 
Franco-Prussian War, and is located at Dinan, in Brittany, 
during the evening and night of September 3rd, 1870, the 
day after the battle of Sedan. The Prussian forces, under 
the generalship of Von Brandenberg (W. H. Vernon), 
are in possession of the Castle of Grandpré. The ataff get up 




















a little dinner, to which are invited some French dancing girls. 
Excited by the wine and amorous damsels, Eric Von Rodeck (Mr. 
George Alexander) utters a remark somewhat obnoxious and 
derogatory to French amour propre. Yvonne de Grandpré flings a 
glass of wine in his face. The company is instantly disorganised, 
and an adjournment to “The Silver Trout” is suggested and 
accepted. Here the real interest of the drama is discerned. 
Hugo, Baron of Grandpré, who is wanted by the Prus- 
sians, adopts the disguise of a currasier carrying des- 
patches to General Brandenberg, seeks rest at “The Silver 
Trout,” whither his sister Yvonne comes with 12,000f. for 
him. The money excites the cupidity of Baudin, the dissipated 
landlord, who seeks an opportunity to strangle Yvonne. Eric von 
Rodeck discovers her at the inn, and plans an attempt upon her 
honour. Her entreaties and appeals for mercy generate very dif- 
ferent feelings, and he leaves her only to be grasped by Baudin. Her 
cries bring Eric back, and in the struggle Baudin is slain, whilst 
Yvonne is unconscious. Baudin’s widow appeals to the General for 
justice; he investigates the matter, and places Eric under arrest. 
Yvonne moved with spirit of revenge, and urged on by Baudin’s 
widow, seeks and finds an opportunity to stab Eric, who 
falls, to the great consternation of Yvonne, whose hatred sud- 
denly turns to love. She staunches the wound and nurses him. 
The result is at once inevitable, and they part mutually promising 
to renew their vows upon the termination of the war. This is the 
thread, which is embellished and brightened by many accessories and 
details which cannot fail to make the drama acceptable to the 
playgoing public. Mr. George Alexander plays the part of Eric 
with an abandon and earnestness which carry him through a very 
trying ordeal in many respects. At times one is inclined to recog- 
nise points similar to his Rudolf in the famous Prisoner of Zenda, 
and the Von Brandenberg of Mr. Vernonisstrongly allied with the char- 
acter of Colonel Sapt. Mr. J. D. Beveridge successfully restrains his 
Hibernian dialect, and maintainsa presentable Major Von Wolfshagen. 
Miss Fay Davisand Mr. H. V. Esmond play the subsidiary romantic 
parts of Babiole de Grandpré and Captain Korner respectively ; 
Miss Constance Collier fulfils the part of Jeanne Baudin, a peasant, 
sturdily enough, and Mr. H. B. Irving is a realistic er ty 
cabaret keeper. Mr. Fred Terry plays a part quite opposed to his 
mirth-provoking, light-hearted characters. The sombre, war- 
afflicted Hugo, Baron de Grandpré, quite stifles his humorous 
bent. The heroine Yvonne is interpreted by Miss Julia Neilson 
with a very nice appreciation and fitness. Altogether, a very 
favourable verdict was accorded to The Conquerors, and a success- 
ful run is not improbable. 


Mr. William Gillette has again favoured us with a production of 
his, with the collaboration of Mr. Charles Frohman’s New York 
Company of comedians. Too Much Johnson is its name. Its 
theme is conventional. Husband flirting with somebody's wife ; 
mother-in-law’s suspicions rampant; combined journey of all con- 
cerned to husband’s supposed sugar and coffee plantation in Cuba ; 
husband's surprise at finding plantation, which he wanted to 
borrow, sold to a stranger, Joseph Johnson, the name he had 
assumed for amorous purposes; barefaced flabergastering of 
Johnson, and final escape of husband with reputation saved and 
somewhat improved. Mr. William Gillette as Augustus Billings 
carries the part through with imperturbable calm and innate 
humour. There is a good deal of Captain Thorne in Secret Service, 
which Mr. Gillette presented to us last May, in his present acting. 
Mr. Joseph Brennan, who played General Randolph in Secret 
Service, was quite unrecognisable in the part of Johnson, whom he 
pourtrayed most faithfully. Miss Ida Conquest was a very charming 
Mrs. Billings, and Miss Kate Meek was a tolerably vigorous Mrs. 
Batterson. Miss Hope Koss’ style is pleasing and reminiseent of Miss 
Odetle Tyler in Secret Service. The reception at The Garrick was 
warm and emphatic. 


Mr. E. G. Knoblauch will open the Avenue Theatre on Wednes- 
day, 27th inst., with The Club Baby, in which Mr. Lionel Brough 
and Mr. Sydney Brough (father and son), who have not played 
together for the past eleven years, will appear. 


The management have decided to make the Alexandra Palace 
popular to all comers, and have arranged for free admission to all 
entertainments and dioramic tours. There are to be Saturday 
afternoon concerts, at which many well-known artistes will appear ; 
and each Saturday evening, at the military promenade concert, a 
series of national and patriotic programmes will be carried out, 
Special attractions are being arranged for each Thursday and 
Saturday throughout the season, including balloon ascents, para- 
chute descents, and firework displays. The next performance of 
the Choral! Society will be on Saturday afternoon, April 30th, when 
Sterndale Bennett's ‘‘ May Queen ” will be rendered by a full choir 
and orchestra of 1,200 voices, under the direction of Mr. Henry J. 


Baker. 
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“Fun” in Earnest. | Protest of the Neolithic Skull. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. [In a barrow, or funeral mound, at Blyth, near Retford, has been 


ALL the engines in the States are to let off a whistle of triumph, found the skull of a man (presumably belonging to the neolithic 
+ and coloured lights are to flare from the Atlantic to the Pacific. period) of low intellectual capacity. | 
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There isn’t much dignity in all this, but it is war up-to-date. Spain THERE are sixty-nine ways to construct tribal lays, 

is preserving all the old-world traditions of the thing, anditisnot | If correctly your Kipling doth figure: 

to be wondered at if the States show us how these things are And the wont of each tribe is to jeer and to jibe 
| conducted in the New World. Badly as Spain is being treated at At the scant intellectual vigour 
| this particular moment, it is her misdeeds in the past that have Of former-day tribes. Nay, each stripling, alas! 
| brought this humilation on her; and though we may suspect the Since creation, in smooth head or shock head 
| motive of a great deal of the screeching for war that is making Has nourished the creed that his sire was an ass, 
| itself heard in America, we cannot but sympathise with the Anglo- And his gran’dad an absolute blockhead, 

Saxons over the water who are, in this instance, on the side of Compared with himself! And ye therefore declare 

| sweetness and light. That my wit, like my forehead, was narrow— 

- * ¥ As ruthlessly, roughly, ye tear me from where 

The Daily Telegraph draws attention to the fact that our vessels I laid peacefully dead in a barrow! 

| may be overhauled by either American or Span sh ves els, as the a Since I r ared like the moose. in my lawlessness loose, 
ee ee ee he Soe ‘Tadmit the high progress of Science: 

et, we? ee a eo : : , Yet, e’en in this age, I will throw down my gage, 

unusually bellicose and trenchant for the organ of peace at an} On one point, with a dauntless defiance! 

price in China, says that if either America or Spain exercises its Though Life be now lived on a sensible plan 

right in regard to a British ship, this country must regard it as an Throuch the lore of Earth’s aggregate masses, 

— + war against Great Britain, and we must 50 regard it. . If the Can you swear, man for man, as my features you scan, 
| rovernment takes the advice of | the Telegraph and states this That your wisdom my wisdom surpasses ? 
distinctly beforehand, it is not at all likely that either Spain or the ee ee a ee ae a a ene Ir a 
| United States will attempt any such thing, for neither of them Nay, ru _ poi 3r-gul Ras 2 x Ve tong een #6 reat 
| would care to have the British fleet opposed to them at this moment. ‘ Neath the mound which at last you up-harrow, 

3ut the Americans, at least, are not likely to make this mistake W a te es life, seen—as you, you, Sir, have been— 
: .. A Trundling homeward DEAD-DRUNK IN A BARROW ? 


| for they know that they have our warm sympathy at present, and 





they are not wishful to do anything to lose it. - ones 

. : ie | ee A Wire to Say So! 

Surely there is one good effect likely to be felt in this country as - ' ” - ‘ 

through the outbreak between the United States and Spain. (No sooner had Sir Her ert Kitchener wired his success, than 
Already the price of bread has gone up, and corn is going to prices the Emperor William hastened to telegraph his congratulations, 

unknown for twenty years. This is happening when this country since then wires have arrived from other heads, crowned and other- | 

. J ind. > é / , ‘ d : . nats > ena . ) *¢ , 
is not concerned in the hostilitie : What, then, would it be were Wise. In fact, the vaonety — tc have seb the whole world on | 
we one of the combatants? We get a mild object-lesson of what wires. In fact, our friends, taken on the whole, seem to be a wiry 
would be a terrible calamity. Will the Government take note of it lot. ] N . ite of al 

° . ” ° ° *,* Ww _ t ( € Ss ) 
and act upon it, or will they, in the customary fashion of British : <i, daily area bs ‘ti aad 
Governments, take no notice whatever ? | We have just sore ' 
“ ‘ e Of the Khalifa—after a race, oh !— 
; — es , | On a Kitchener too— 

It is an unexampled opportunity for instituting wise measures of | And we know that it’s true, | 
precaution. Our people will feel the stress of war and what war. For we've just had a wire to say so! 
entails; they will begin to appreciate what would happen were O a A he Nil 

, . 1 ry, * 1 . l b "eSS O t > ce 
England herself to be engaged. They will be willing now, as they Tho 0 +] . Frei > think it vile 
have never been before, that sacrifices should be made to ensure OUgA vi oa rem ; 
| Makes our friends glad we've settled the fray so— 


that there should be an adequate supply of food in the country. snd dhe 2 } 

Shall we not have national granaries always containing enough 3. ee pa coaang as | 
corn to feed us for a lengthened period even did our foreign | et coches oe s ose atl 
supplies fail? Cannot something be done to make it worth And hes just sent & wire to say so! | 
the while of the British farmer to grow corn? Could he 
make it pay? Enough corn could be grown in this country | Have the telegrams pressed, 

to keep us going. It is not because we have not the land | And some shillings a word they must pay, so 
| that corn has gone out of cultivation, but because the British | We know friends are glad 


farmer cannot make it pay to produce it. And what applies to corn That vict'ry we've had- : 
For we've dozens of wires to say so! 


From East and from West 


applies to cattle. Every year the foreign supply of meat grows 

larger, because the home farmer finds himself being crowded out by And we know that there’s room 

stress of competition. We must not look at these things from the For our troops at Kartoum, 

merely commercial point of view, when our very existence may one And that there they may soon spend a day; so 
day or other be at stake. It must be remembered that in all We'll patiently wait 

likelihood our next fight will not be with a single enemy but with Till we’re happy to state 


a coalition of enemies That we've just had a wire to say so! 








A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, most agreeable to take. 
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